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conscious exertion of the will. We trudged on all the
same, but we felt we could not go on for long. A
few more .turnings and we should assuredly have
dropped down from sheer exhaustion and heat. At
the crucial moment, however, the trail kept true to
its name and its Bright Angel stood smiling in a
bend of the path. That smile instantly drove off the
stupor from our minds and as we stood talking to
her and her soft musical voice fell on our ears the
clogging weariness seemed to slip off our limbs and
I at any rate felt strong enough to do the rest of the
ascent running if I chose to. Our Bright Angel was
really a beautiful bride and her young companion
was her husband. They were both Australians and
were at the time out on their long wedding-tour.
Their surprise was as great at knowing our nationali-
ties as ours was at finding out theirs. After that we
talked of nothing but the War and so absorbed were
we in discussing the topic of the hour that the trail
came to an end and the last thousand feet were
ascended without our knowing it. That night we
four of the Empire sat down to a regular Imperial
dinner and drank to the success of our arms. The
toast, however, was drunk in coffee; as Arizona is a
" dry " state, but it was not any the less enthusias-
tically drunk on that account. After dinner the
young Australian bride walked down to the station
with me and there we strolled up and down while
her husband was arranging for their berths; and
when at last the time cajne for their train to leave,
it was with real regret I said good-bye to my Bright
Angd of the Canyon Trail.